
The Real Swinburne
Letters of Poet in New Edition
Throw Interesting Light on Man

By Rebecca Drucker
.r U K I.KTTKKS OF Al.GBRNON
CrtARt.ES SWINBURNE. Edited by
Eipnund Gosse. O, l; nn«i Thomas

9 Wise Published by John kano
ipany. In two volumes. $ô not i>er

ge%

lÄe explorer into the character of a

fameus man will find easier going by
the beaten way of the biography, but
ti-,< superior adventure Is by way of a

collection of letters, whenever such a

one is available. It is worth some lit-

HE ^ands alone in in¬
terpreting his time and

his people. It is a short step
from interpretation to prophecy,
but a step that only a great
poet can take. In

THE YEARS
BETWEEN

Kipiing has taken it, These
poems have, together with the
old vigor of utterance, the pro¬
found note of prophecy. Read
"Ihe Outlaws," Kipling's
poem prophesying the German
invasion of Belgium.

At All Booksellers.$1.50 A

Doubleday, Page & Co,
_«iiinlen City. \. Y.

et

tie unevenness of passage to come out
with first-hand impressions.
There i:; in the earliest letters a

young man's swaggering and roister-
in;: delight in having outraged the re¬

spectabilities. He was then drinking
deep from the well of paganism, in
company with Morris, Bossetti and
Bumes-Jones and the other young pre-
Raphaelites. But this heady delight
vanished and gave place to a deep
anger when a few years later incor¬

ruptible Victorianism, outraged at his
glorifications of the flesh, forced his
publishers to stop the sale of the first
edition of "Poems and Ballads." From
then on he was the object of a cease¬

less stream of vilification, and the re¬
sult was that he floated the banner of
atheism and paganism more proudly
than before. But the effect on him
personally was to make him more reti¬
cent than before. Now and then
. his reticence is pierced, as when
he gives Edmund Clarence Stedman a
bit of autobiography to be used in
connection with the publication of his
poems in America:
"My father, Admiral Swinburne, is

the second son of Sir John Swinburne,
a person whose life would be better
worth writing than mine. Born and
brought up in Franco (we were all
Catholic and Jacobite rebels and ex¬
iles) . . my grandfather never
left France till called away at twenty-
live on the falling in of such
English estates as confiscation had
left to a family, which in every
Catholic rebellion, from the days
of my own Queen Mary to those of
Charles Edward, had given their blood
like water and their lands like dust
for the Stuarts. I assume that his
Catholicism sat lightly upon a young
man who in the age of Voltaire had
enjoyed the personal friendship of
Mirabeau; anyhow he had the sense
to throw it to the dogs and enter the
political life, from which in those days
it would have excluded him.
My life has been eventless and monot¬
onous. ... I never cared for any
pursuit, sport or study as a youngster

The Man
Who Was
Misunderstood

How he hated it all.the
monotony.the hard work.
his wretched father.all the
poor, eomnfon-place folk of
that dirty fishing village:
He was a poor hoy himself,
but lie had imagination, vi-j

sion, hope.and a great longing to write. And there was
one who had faith in him.just one.

But it makes a big story vou must read for yourself.

RED OF SURLEY
By Tod Robbins

[t is the fierce struggle of a man
.h ho rises above his surroundings.
a man who knows the bitter hope¬lessness of being misunderstood.
the' jealousy of friendship that is
ruined by the love of a woman.
and the beauty of a love that is
stronger than friendship.

"Red"' is a real American boy,made of the grit and the idealism
and the striving to overcome a sor¬
did environment that grows into
heroes and geniuses. "Red"' knows
the salt taste of disappointment and
failure.but he knows, too, the
sweetness of success.

Jerry, the wealthy cripple.
Natalie, one of those "fly-away"
girls.Essie, the real girl.and a
score of other folk.some grim and
sinister.some sweet and noble.
all walk through the pages of this
hook in a true panorama of real
life.

It is a big, new, different book.
Get it to-dav at vour book¬
seller's. $1.50
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AS MOVIES STIR THE PULSEIS OF AMERICA
SO ALL SPAIN THRILLS AT THE BULL-FIGHT

Blood and Sand
By VICENTE BLASCO IBANEZ
Translated by Mrs. W. A. GILL'ESPIE¡Production by Dr. ISAAC GOLDBERG Net, $1.90

'I.very touch is essential, vigorous, enthralling.".Philadelphia Record."Rich with color, more gripping as a story than any of BlascoK Ibanez's works that have been translated.".Detroit Sunday News.Y^>-f "livery paragraph has the glamour of the exotic.".New York Sun.
"Vividly full of action, wonderfully rich in color.".New York World.
"Vivid, colorful, dramatic, with an extraordinarily rich background.".ffev> York Times Hook Review.

BY THE SAME AUTHOR
The Four Horsemen oí the Apocalypse

Translated by CHARLOTTE BREWSTER JORDAN. Net, $1.90
The Shadow oí the Cathedral Net.$i.9o
Translated by Mrs. W. A. GILLESPIE. Introduction by W. D. HOWELLS

gÄÄTE.P.DUTTON&CO. "¿ÏÏMr

'Of Absorbing Interest and Power"

THE HIGHER POWERS
OF MIND AND SPIRIT

A NEW "UFE BOOK" HY

RALPH WALDO TRINE
Author of that World-Famou« f.'laimlr-,

IN TUNE WITH-THE INFINITE
(S36TH THOUSAND)

AM) OTHER INSPIRING HOOKS
A' All Roolcatorea, |i ID. «end for Vvn Booklet,"RALPH WAI.OO TRINE! THE MAN AM) HIS WORK"
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TWELVE MEN
^THEODORE DREISER

"By far the moHt readable and interest- yl 75i»g book of the late Spring output." evfrL^re..-Heywood Broun, A'. Y. Tribune. J

! except poetry, riding and swimming.
. . . Being bred by the sea I am a

'good cragsman and am vain to this day
of having scaled a well-known cliff on
the South Coast; ever before and ever
since reputed to be inaccessible. Per-

j haps I may bo forgiven for referring
to such puerilities, having read . . .

bitterly, contemtpuous remarks on my
j physical debility and puny proportions.
I am much afraid this looks like an
echo of poor Byron's notorious and very
natural soreness about his personal de¬
fect; but really, if I were actually o:powerless or deformed body I am certain I should not care though all met(and women) on earth remarked on it

. As my Antitheism has been scmuch babbled about, perhaps 1 may sajhere what I really do think on rol i"gious matters. ... I always felt b)instinct and perceived by reason tha
no man could conceive of a personaGod except by crude superstition oelse by true supernatural revelationBut we who worship no material incarnation of any qualities may worshijthe divine humanity, the ideal of hu
man perfection and aspiration, withouworshipping any god, any person, an;fetish at all. Therefore I might calmyself, if I wished, a kind of Christiai(of the church of Blake and Shelley)but assuredly in no sense a Theist."
Most of these letters reflect Swin

burne's deep preoccupation with hi
craft. This preoccupation was no
alone with his own writing but in a
great a measure with the work othose from whom he derived his in
spiration. The high gods of his tempi
were the Elizabethan dramatists. An>
not far below them he ranked Shelle
and Blake. To these he did devo
tion unceasingly and valued the opportunity to further their honor mor
greatly than an opportunity for hi
own. But the living gods who grippehis imagination and left a deep im
press on his character and his wor
were Walter Savage Landor, Victo
Hugo and the Italian patriot, MazzinHe met them all in early and imprcssionable youth, and they were th
touchstones by which he judged all lif
and art. There were niches in hi
temple too for Lamb and Coleridgand Poe. and Baudelaire, and he san
their praises in season and out.
A great many of the letters i

Volume II are addressed to Edmun
Gosse, between whom and Swinburn
there sprang up a strong friendshiin the later seventies. This is pr<ceded, however, by an interesting ei
counter in 1867, when Gosse, an ur
known youth of eighteen, sent som
of his effusions to Wwinbu^ie, the
at the rising tide of his succès
with a timid request for ac
vice. In a charmingly sympathetletter Swinburne leads Gosse i
understand that his poetry is not (
the most promising sort.and th
with a kindness that Gosse nev<

There is a bleakness of personal re¬
lationships jn these letters and only
one hint of a love affair. There gathers
an impression that all Swinburne's
emotions spent themselves in poetry.his passions were literary. A proces¬sion of names of great contemporaries
passes through these letters.Brown¬
ing, Tennyson, Meredith, Carlyle and
Ruskin, but with none of them did
Swinburne establish a vivid relation¬
ship.
As he grew older he became more

and more engrossed in the past, and he
added no new gods to his temple. So
that though his era overlapped the rise
of the modernist movement in poetryand the naturalistic movement in prose,he was entirely out of touch with both.
He regarded Zola and the realists with
abhorrence. In the end Time played out
the eternal comedy with him. From be¬
ing anathematized as an insurgent, he
came to be measured by an arrogant
/young generation as an academican.
Their revolt in turn was away from
him and the music of his rhythmingand the spell of his words. Apprais¬
ing his ecstacies, they judged them
those of a challicist.

A Story That
«Goes"-

A breathless and exciting
novel of a real American girl
who outwits a band of spies
and agents for destruction in
this country. Like the au¬
thor's previous novels "THE
ENCHANTED BARN," "THE
BEST MAN," etc., this story,
in addition to being chuck full
of thrills, has also the deeper'
note of human ideals in the
making. We follow with in¬
tense interest and pleasure
the career of Hilda Lessing in
her gradual forgetfulness of
self and safety as she realizes
how her country can be
served.

Frontispiece. .$1.35 Net.
AT ALL BOOKSTORES

J. B. LIPPINCOTT CO.

Not a War Story
The TIN SOLDIER

By Temple Bailey
40i/i Thouaantl

At all bookstores Í! no
I'KNN PUBLISHING CO.. Philadelphia

Castle in the Air
Mrs. Vernon Castle's Book, "My Hus¬
band," Is Vivid Story of a Personality

MV HUSBAND. Hy Mrs. Vcmon rustle. Illus-
trated. I'ublislicvl by Charles Scrlbr.cr's Sons.
21H pages.

Mrs. Castle's book about her hus¬
band is a surprisingly interesting
piece of work. The surprise lies in
the fact that an untrained writer has
succeeded in preparing so good a book.
Perhaps this should not be set down
as a sheer accident. After all, while
the book is free of all witchery of per¬
fected style, Mrs. Castle has none of
the annoying faults of people who
know a little about writing but not
nifich. It is true, perhaps, that most
interesting books come from people
who know the business of writing down
to the last detail or from people who
know nothing. The world is tilled with
inaccessible, mountain ranges made up
of books by pretty good writers.
There are occasional startling ef-

fects in "My Husband" because of the
fact that Mrs, Castle acknowledges no

responsibility to provide transition
from paragraph to paragraph. Thus
we may find a paragraph ending,
"Necessity made us dancers, and it
was not until we got .to Paris that
necessity urged us," while the next
paragraph begins: "It was while we
were playing- in 'The Hen-Pecks' that
I first knew, or came to know, of Ver-
non's boundless love for animals."

No Cares of Style
Perhaps the lack of all responsibility

is one of the attractive qualities of the
book. It is not a piece of work that
has-been planned to death. Of course,
tvhe untrained writer cannot compete
tor attention unless she has an in¬
teresting story to tell. Here there is
no lack in the Castle book. The career
of the Castles is one of those fas¬
cinating stories of an express journey
from obscurity to boundless popularity.
The most engaging part of the story
deals with the life of the dancers in
the days before they won their fame.
They seem to have had a pretty good
time of it in Paris, in spite of their
financial difficulties.
"We had borrowed from the man¬

agement of the theatre," writes Mrs.
Castle, "till we were afraid to ask for
more; in fact, we were very little
helped by the money that we borrowed
from the theatre, for it invariably had
to be turned over immediately to our
landlady. She was a large, noisy
woman, who was only amiable when
'paid in full.' Every time we paid the
rent, however, we had one good dinner
and blowout. It was usually at some
little restaurant on the boulevard.
Walter always went with us, for ho
was the only person we knew in Paris
and we loved his company. We had
champagne on these occasions and more
than we wanted to eat, because there
was so little left from the rent it never
seemed worth saving."

Zowie, the bulldog, usually went
along on these parties and ate largesteaks specially ordered for him. Wal¬
ter was an old negro servant and
seems to have been a useful one in
view of the fact that he drew no sal¬
ary. He was distinctly an asset, for
Mrs. Castle relates of one occasion,
upon which they were distinctly hard-
up. "Walter came to the rescue at the
end of the fourth day. He rushed
into the room carrying many pack¬
ages. He had taught the valet in the
apartment below ours to play craps.
By risking nine centimes he had won
three and one-half francs."

Joys of Hardup Days
The hardup days must have been

good fun because Mrs. Castle devotes
so much attention to them and takes

Cornelia, the girl who would rather
be sorry than safe, is twin sister of
Emmy Lou and Rebecca of Sunny-
brook Farm.

YOU'LL LIKE CORNELIA |
All Bookstores Illus. $1.25 net. I

Houghton Mifflin Co. |
A NOVEL OF
FILIPINO LIFEThe Son of Pio

By C. L. CARLSEN, Author of "The Taming of Calinga"
The New York Timei »ay»:."It tells a good »tory, and tells it well, with plentyt>t »nap and go, with a keen sen»e of humor, with a mounting tensity of emotion that
hold» the reader in its grip and an appreciation of dramatic*»itualion that lows nothingby the actors being mo«lly brown of «kin and very puz/.ling of temperament and char¬
acter to thoiie who are not. And finally the book's crowning virtue as a good story and
an interesting tale is in the fact that the author doe» understand and can interpret with
»ympathy and justice the character of the Filipino."' A corking good »lory whether the Filipino» interest you or not."

"¿HtSS? E. P. DUTTON & CO. M\E%Jfr-

such evident pleasure in rememberingdetails. She tells how they first
danced at the Café de Paris, and how
Louis, the proprietor, came over at
the end of the dance with a 300 franc
tip from a Russian nobleman who
wanted an encore.
"Vernon was most embarrassed,"

she writes, "and quite proudly insisted
that we could not take the money. I
stepped hard on his foot and 'col¬
lared' the 300. I did not feel that we
could refuse; primarily becauso weneeded it so much, and then I thoughtthat we might easily offend the Rus¬sian nobleman by doing so. Thisseemed to me an especially bad thingto do, as it had been made clear to
us that he was so great a friend ofLouis. I was right, it was the customin Paris to tip ¡ill entertainers lavish¬ly, and we afterward made much morefrom tips than through our contracts.''

Mrs. Castle also relates with greatpride that she and her husband alwayshad a table reserved for them. "Be¬
fore this cabaret entertainers had notbeen allowed to sit at a table a» if
they were guests. They were accus¬
tomed to appear from the kitchen or
somewhere behind the piano."With the beginning of the war there
is more material which is amusingboth in subtance and point of view
concerning the difficulties of transport¬ing dogs from France to England on
the eve of a great conflict. Vernon
Castle expressed a desire to get into
the fighting, but at first his wife dis¬
suaded him. Later whert he decided
to go into aviation he found that Eng¬
land made enlistment no easy task.
"There is an awful lot of waiting
around to be done," Vernon Castle
wrote early in 1916, "I feel like a bad
actor trying to see Shubert for a job."

Pastimes of an Aviator
The second half of the book is com¬

posed entirely of Vernon Castle's let¬
ters from the front, and these are alsqjinteresting literary material, because
Castle shows himself to have been a
painstaking observer of little things.
Unlike so many books about the war,
all the interludes of soul searching are
reduced to a minimum. There aro
brief stories of lights in the sky, but
very much more about what the avi¬
ators ate and drank and their favorite
phonograph records. We also manage
to follow the career of Mrs. Vernon
Castle very closely, because her aviator
husband keeps up a very lively interest
in all her activities. "You're in Dayton
to-day," he writes. "Poor darling, it'i
such a rotten town."

Castle seems to have had rather a
better time at the front than in London
during his few brief periods of leave.
The dancing of his countrywomen dis¬
tresses him. "God! How the people
dance! Five years behind the times,"
is his judgment.
At the front things are more lively.

In accordance with flying traditions,
the antidote for the excitement of the
task at hand is an equal excitement in
the periods of play.

"I managed to get a block of ice
.from a hospital in a town near here,"
Castle writes. "We'd never had ice here
before, and I made cocktails and cham¬
pagne cun. Most of the boys got fear¬
fully tight, but they are all very young
and felt all right this morning. I sup¬
pose it does one good to have a party
once in a while, but nothing will make
me happy but you, darling. . ."
A little later there is another party

which is recorded as a success. "One
of our guests got his face walked on
by a hobnailed boot and it was alto¬
gether a jolly evening."

Castle Is Decorated
These are merely interludes. Castle

describes a number of air battles in
which he took part, and eventually he
received a decoration from the French.
After a time he was sent to Canada as
an instructor and later to Texas, where
he met his death by attempting a diffi¬
cult manoeuvre in order to save another
machine.
Mrs. Castle is quite justifiably re¬

sentful of the newspaper attitude, that
by dying an heroic death Vernon
Castle "redeemed" himself. There
seems to have been no great score
charged against him. He pursued fun
pretty hard, finding it in drum playingand polo and dogs and monkeys and
steeplechases, but for all that he had
time to influence American life veryconsiderably. Certainly he and Mrs.
Castle were the founders of modern
dancing. This ought to be set down
on the credit side, we think. It has
taken ten years off here and twentypounds away there, and has served to
put a little grace into modern livingwhich it mi";ht never have gained from
any other quarter. As the prime movers
in the dance craze the Castles were in¬
teresting figures and "My Husband"
reflects with a good deal of accuracytwo personalities which are pict¬
uresque, if not profound. H. B.

nfîànders fields
fhepoppiesblowBetween mecrosses
row on row-'"
ftfau....-.

This and the other beautiful
poems of John McCrae, the sol¬
dier-poet who fell in Franca,have been published in one vol¬
óme, with an intimate bio¬
graphical essay by his friend,

|| i> Sir Andrew Macphail.

InFIdndersTields
¿yJOHN MÇCRAE
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About a Column
A useful book which comes to hand

this week is a dictionary of 6,000
phrases, compiled and arranged by Ed¬
win Hamlin Carr and published by-
Putnam. In addition to its phrases it
contains one hundred social letters,
including those of condolence, of con¬

gratulation, of friendly appreciation,
with gifts, of recommendation, of resig¬
nation, of thanks and so on. Nothing
is left for the writer except to fill in
the names and supply the postage.The chapter on letters of recom¬
mendation interested us profoundly.
Everybody, at some time or other, has
been asked to write a letter of recom¬
mendation for some perfectly worth¬
less friend. Different types of men
have reacted to this problem in dif¬
ferent ways, but most of them have
lied l-ather than offend the perfectly
worthless friend. The book shows how
the thing may be solved without harm
to the truth or to any worthless per¬
son's feelings. We cite as an example
the following model from the book:
TO WHOM IT MAT CONCERN:
The bearer,-, Is an acquaintance of

mine for - years. He Is a young man
of splendid habits. I would recommend
him for any position suitable to his
ability.
There is a form at which nobody

could balk. Mr. Frank Cobb, of "The
World," could, and probably would,
give just such a letter to Mr. Burleson
if he indicated a desire to go into
business.

All the editorial writers say: "Is that so!"
Sir.
Why not an occasional reference to

an older good book? A suggestive re¬
mark introduced in reviewing might
inspire exceptional results. Why so

much attention to fluff only because it
is recent?
A few of us deplore the dilattantism

so prevalent in our literary columns.
Most of our book comments are writ-
ten in about as good taste as The
Tribune's editorials..D. L. G.

"Oh, but not on the wing, «lr.
Sainte Beuve is dead, but there are

still marks to shoot at. Gosse is alive,
and so, I believe, is Saintsbury..
D. L. G.

Personally, we'd rather take a shot
at Clayton Hamilton or Mencken if
we could get either beam on at short
range.

Our Weekly News Beat
Don Marquis, whose "Prefaces" has

been recently published, is a creature
of untrammelled conventions. Instead
of using a ribbon on his typewriter
he makes a carbon sandwich, the im¬
press of the keys on the outer sheet
giving the printer copy from the inside
sheet..A. W. W.

"Our neighbor, The Tribune, has
made Heywood Broun its Chief Book
Reporter, and as Heywood Broun is a
good reporter first and everything else
afterward, Spruce Street isn't too wide
to reach across. Shake!" -The Sun's
"Books and the Book World" of April
Reach across! Why, we'd jump

across to receive so amiable a greet¬
ing.
We wish to emphasize again that

this column welcomes contributors and
pays them, too. That is, a contributor
may select any book from the shelves
in Room 323 of The Tribune Buildingin return for a paragraph or more.

In next week's book pages we expectto have a review of Dwight W. Mor¬
row's book. "The Society of Free
States," by Professor Roland G. Usher.We also hope to be able to print a
number of letters from Joseph Conradwritten shortly before the publicationof "The Arrow of Gold."

In an effort to make some lazy verse
accurate recently I tried to verify my
memory of a character in "The House, of
Seven Gables." My memory of It was
"Hepzlbah Pinchón;" but as T had not
read the book since the spring of 1904
or' 1305 I was far from sure. My Sears,
Roebuck dollar-down had nothing about
her; my dictionary did not mention her;
t asked eight persons and none of them
could help me. So I left It up to The
Tribune proof room and It sustained me.

(You didn't, specify if two paragraphs
were permissible).

It occurred to me then, not only that
free verse was not always lazy, but that
a column conductor might find It amusing
to conduct a roth on his readers. Per¬
sonally I have a hell of a time remember¬
ing the classics and standards, having
read most of them at a too early age.
Mr. Roth, you may recall, la the marvel¬
ous gent who rushes up to the man in
the hotel lobby and says: "You are Mr.
Addison Slnima, of Seattle; I met you
nine years ago on the corner of Seventh
and Polk streets, etc. Send five dollars
and learn how." I'll be glad to start it
off for you, for any good book, read or

unread, preferably one I haven't read.
Thus : All I can remember of the "Three
Musketeers" (read at the age of twelve)
¡a o£;:iitrree rough soldiers who took a

lady out in a boat and cut off her head;
I believe there was a fleur-de-lis burned
on one of her shoulders. In "Les Miser¬
ables" (read at the age of fourteen) there
was an old man who had a library and I
can't recall whether It was stolen or he
had to sell It; anyway the affair made
me shed tears. In "Silas Marner" (read
sixteen years ago) there was a miser
who hid his gold under the stones of his
hearth; It was stolen, the gold, and he
came back to find the golden head of a

child on the tlParth. Oh yea, the child
was there too.
Should we teach our children the Roth

method as they read ? PEM.

We turned against government own¬
ership last week when we sent a tele¬
gram to Christopher Morley about his
book, "The Rocking Horse," and dis¬
covered two days later that it had
been changed during transmission to
"The Rocking Hearse." Of course, we
do not assert that Burleson was di¬
rectly responsible, but it seems to us
that it illustrates the reckless and
frivolous spirit which he has allowed
to creep into the wire service.

HEYWOOD BROUN.

To the 69th

Come Home!
Joyce Kilmer's books
are on sale in every
Book Shop in and
arounp! New York. He
speaks for you and for
every American who is
proud of American
pluck.
Ask to see the fine two-
volume edition of his
poems and essays.

George H. Doran Company

ExceptionalPraîsefromtheReviewers

LINDALLEY
By W. L. GEORGE

Author of
"THE SECOND BLOOMING"

.T 'BLIND ALLEY' is a wonderful book. ... A deep
understanding of men and women. A book the depth,
the scope, the range of which put it absolutely out of
the class of anything that the war has produced. . . .

There are many who will fly into denunciation of this
book, but it is beautiful to find someone who flees from
sentimental gush and dares to stare a situation in the
face. 'BLIND ALLEY' is an extraordinary novel. But it is
more than that. It is a cry in the night." .Chicago Daily) Nen>s.
q " 'BLIND ALLEY is a prod¬
uct of cool intelligence and excep¬
tional art.".Boston Herald.

q " 'BLIND ALLEY* is full of
a passionate protest against war and
vivid pictures of the destruction it
has wrought in the lives and hearts
of the English people. Mr. George's
hand is always skilful, as he is a

close observer of life. . . . This book
is quite up to the high standard of his
other work.".Nerv York Tribune,

q " 'BLIND ALLEY' is a com-
pelling, disturbing, powerful novel.
It is the first attempt, accurately
and courageously, to depict English
society of all classes in its reaction
to the war.

"Here we have the only real pic¬
ture of English life when English
men and boys were dying at the
front.

"It is a far better novel than
'Joan and Peter,' which it it
something like in theme and treat¬
ment.".Chicago Tribune.

431 Pages. $1.75 Net

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY, Publishers, BOSTON

THE BOUNDER
By Arthur Hodges

A
realistic

picture of
a new

New York

With a deftness that is positively uncanny,
Arthur Hodges lifts the somewhat dingy roof
of the Kilkenny apartment house and lets
you watch the loves and hates, the dramas
and the destinies of the unsuspecting in¬
mates; a group that includes a successful
publisher, two fancy dancers, a discounted
poet, a stenographer, two kinds of novelists,
a plump musician.and mysterious Dora.
The scene of THE BOUNDER is neither in
Greenwich Village nor on Fifth Avenue. It's
just middle class New York with a dash of
Bohemia. Read it! You will enjoy its hu¬
mor, its keen psychology and its deft treat¬
ment of love. Its price is $1.60 net at any
bookstore.

isE.4othst H0UGHT0N MIFFLIN COMPANY ncw York

First Edition
50,000 THE LIFE OF Authentic

Complete

THEODORE ROOSEVELT
By Wm. Draper Lewis, Ph. D.
Formerly Dean of the University ./

Pennsylvania Law School
Introduction by

WILLIAM HOWARD TAFT
"An invaluable contribution to

the History of the Time,"
Public Ledger

EX-PRESIDENT TAFT says: "Dr. Lewis is a teacherand publicist of wide experience and intimate knowledge ofhis subject, a man of high character and discrimination with
whom this history is a labor of love- He has written an im¬
partial, nonpartisan history of this great man, whom, he knew
personally and with whom he deeply sympathized."

"Most Striking Personality Since Napoleon"
Above and beyond the graphic account of Roosevelt as the

sickly lad, the struggling student, the fearless reformer, RoughRider, President, builder of the Panama Canal, world peacemaker,big game hunter, explorer and discoverer.thrilling as ail this is.
the most inspiring and satisfying feature of this vivid volume is
that it reveals ROOSEVELT, THE MAN.
Cloth, Octavo, 512 pages

On sale at all booksellers
32 Full-page Illustrations

Price $2.25 net
publishers THE JOHN G. WINSTON CO Philadelphia

The
¡r*^ Thunder Bird

By
B. ML BOWER

(Further Adventures of SKYRIDER \

Johnny Jewel, the Cowboy-Aviator )
All lovers of Western ranch stories will enjoy this new and excitingtale of "Skyrider" Johnny Jewel and his aeroplane in the Southwest and
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How Johnny was unwittingly made a catspaw and how in the endhe turns the tables and achieves his greatest ambition, is told in the
breezy, humorous style so characteristic of B. M. Bower.
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